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At first he asked her what kind of men she liked.
Was it, for instance, Bouvard's style?

"Oh, no."   She preferred thin men.

He ventured to ask her if she ever had had any
lovers.

"Never."

Then, drawing closer to her, he surveyed her pi-
quant nose, her small mouth, her charmingly-rounded
figure. He paid her some compliments, and exhorted
her to prudence.

In bending over her he got a glimpse, under her
corsage, of her white skin, from which emanated a
warm odour that made his cheeks tingle. One even-
ing he touched with his lips the wanton hairs at the
back of her neck, and he felt shaken even to the
marrow of his bones. Another time he kissed her
on the chin, and had to restrain himself from put-
ting his teeth in her flesh, so savoury was it. She
returned his kiss. The apartment whirled round; he
no longer saw anything.

He made her a present of a pair of lady's boots,
and often treated her to a glass of aniseed cor-
dial.

To save her trouble he rose early, chopped up the
wood, lighted the fire, and was so attentive as to
clean Bouvard's shoes.

MSlie did not faint or let her handkerchief fall, and
P6cuchet did not know what to do, his passion in-
creasing through the fear of satisfying it.

Bouvard was assiduously paying his addresses to
Madame Bordin. She used to receive him rather
cramped in her gown of shot silk, which creaked
like a horse's harness, all the while fingering her long
gold chain to keep herself in countenance.